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of hutiger in this trunk, for you are not dear to
the immortal Muses/'

Having spoken, Monsieur Bergeret freed his
little friend, who with wagging tail followed him
as far as the hall. Then a thought appeared
to strike him. He returned to Pauline's room
ran to her and jumped up against her skirt, and
only when he had riotously embraced her as a
sign of his adoration did he rejoin his master on
the stairs. He would have felt that he was lacking
in wisdom and piety had he failed to bestow
these tokens of affection on a being whose power
had plunged him into the depths of a trunk.

Monsieur Bergeret thought Paillot's shop a
dismal, ugly place. Paillot and his assistant were
busy cc calling over" the list of goods supplied to
the Communal School This task prevented him
from prolonging his farewell to the professor. He
had never had very much to say for himself and
as he grew older he was gradually losing the
habit of speech. He was weary of selling books ;
he saw that it was all over with the trade and
was longing for the time to come when he could
give up his business and retire to his place in
the country, where he always spent his Sundays.

As was his wont, Monsieur Bergeret made
for the corner where the old books were kept
and took down volume XXXVIII of The World's